GARBAGE °**™ 





As a kid, I lived near a garbage dump, and as free amusement would watch 
seagull flocks fly in from a nearby coastal area and descend upon it daily in search of 
food. While the big machines ran over myriad piles of trash emptied from incoming 
garbage trucks, thousands of them would fight and compete with each other for the 
freshest prizes from new arrivals. They are very smart animals to quickly learn the game. 
They, like humans, are hungry ghosts that never get enough and are always starving for 
more. The birds were very adept at avoiding the machines, mostly, crowding around 
them to be first at seizing the freshest morsels. Similarities between salvaging birds 
fighting each other over garbage and how the people, who create so much of it, behave in 
respective societies are remarkable! Screwing over each other for a percentage, a 
promotion, a bonus or a sale, a job, an education or sometimes, just because their 
positions allow them to do so. One afternoon, I noticed a lone bird lethally injured by a 
machine. Separated from the flocks, it laid weak and dying, panting and struggling 
where only moments before the animal was fiercely alive amongst its aggressive peers — 
bickering, stealing, lying, and competing for pieces of trash. The contrast of this solitary 
animal’s anguish to the turbulent background of flocks competing over position on a 
refuse pile was immediately striking — a forest and the trees revelation. None of its kind 
noticed or cared about the solitary bird’s passing. I wondered if it was conscious of me 
or maybe thought it was dying alone or if it considered such things at all. Finally, the 
creature’s struggle ended and I buried it in an unmarked grave at the city dump 
graveyard. The lesson to me in this whole drama is that it all comes down the same for 
gulls, humans, and everything else here on earth. Except that humans remain 
preoccupied with getting theirs, harming and lying to each other and worst of all — 
hurting selves the most for tokens rewarded in nonsense. This all comes down the same 
for everyone in the end. J never understood what people are thinking when screwing over 
everyone else for percentages of the take, action, or loot. Surely, you realize — it is never 
enough! One forfeits everything making the final trip out of here in a decorated pine box, 
covered with flowers, riding in the back of a black limousine, to spend eternity in a graveyard 
ENCHAINED by all that baggage. If that is what life is all about what is the point of living at 
all? This whole theater of the absurd seems such a senseless waste of precious time and energy. 
One can learn much by merely observing the simplest things in living each day, like gulls, people 
and their garbage — senselessly killing time until it kills them. 


